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Phi Sigma Theta Contests 
The current topics, discussed in the Phi Sigma Theta Literary Club, give 
to the girls much valuable information, which, perhaps, they might never 
acquire elsewhere. 
The so-called literary meetings are also instructive. In these last meet­
ings, writers are discussed and selections read from their works. Selections 
have been read from the work of Irving, Page, Edwards and De Maupaussant. 
The most recent debate has been: 
"Should Education Be Compulsory?" 
The negative side won. 
The most recent contest was a list of well known quotations, with some 
words left out of each. These blanks were to be filled; as, 
"And thus our life, exempt from public haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees; in running brooks, 
———- in stones, and good in everything.'' 
" was ever soft, gentle, and low; 
An excellent thing in woman." 
"A more light, a more true 
Ne'er from the heath-flower the dew." 
Six girls, the Misses Mary Thompson, Mamie Lucas, Ruth Brooks, Sophie 
Marks, Beatrice Garrison, and Kate Lucas, cut for the prize, a small, volume 
of the Rubyat, which was won by Miss Beatrice Garrison. 
2 T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  
The Castle, The Ghost, and The Girl 
"No. I'm not afraid of ghosts. In fact, I don't believe in them," said 
Elaine Llewellyn to her chum and room-mate, Allison Darrell, as they sat in 
their room one night before retiring. 
These young ladies had for two years been pupils at '' Miss Cunningham's 
Finishing School for Young Ladies." They had both been sitting in the 
study hall when Lucy Graham, a day scholar, rushed in, declaring that she had 
seen a "sure enough" ghost in the castle grounds as she was walking by the 
gate on her way home. 
The "castle," which had been partly built by an Italian nobleman for his 
young American bride, who preferred her native country to that of "Sunny 
Italy," was an old mansion next to the school grounds. When it was rumored 
that she had very mysteriously died and had been quietly buried, the building 
of the castle ceased. 
Many said that the young bride had been killed by her husband in one 
of the crazy spells which were known often to come upon him. It had never 
been proved, however, and many declared that every night the ghost of this 
unfortunate woman roamed around the house and grounds which were 
destined to be her home. 
"To prove it, I will go over some night and stay in ope of the finished 
rooms," replied Elaine to her friends' exclamation of disbelief." 
"But what would Miss Cunningham say if she knew you even thought 
of such a thing ?'' 
"Never mind. I will see that she knows nothing of it, if you help me," 
said Elaine. Then both went to bed to dream of the haunted castle. 
The next afternon, with the aid of one of the servants, who had been suffi­
ciently bribed, they moved some bed clothes over to the castle. These were 
placed in one of the rooms which had been completed. 
The next night after the teacher on guard had gone her rounds, and 
thought that every girl was where she should be, softly tucked in bed, Elaine 
put on her dressing gown and slippers. With her cloak thrown around her 
shoulders and a candle in her hand, she stole through the building to the yard. 
There was a gap which had been cut throught the hedge, separating the school 
building from the castle grounds. Slowly she made her way through this 
gap, until she reached the castle. 
When she came to the door, she lit her candle and climbed the great stair­
way to her room above. She looked around, put out the candle and placed 
it and some matches within her reach, then lay down to sleep. She closed her 
eyes and tried to go to sleep, but the lonely and uncanny feeling which came 
upon her kept her awake. 
When she had lain awake for an hour or more she began to hear noises like 
garments brushing against the outer wall. Propping herself on her elbows, 
she listened intently, but the noise was not repeated. When she had satis­
fied herself by saying that it only the rats, she lay down to sleep. 
Suddenly a door opened at the farther end of the house, and then an­
other. By this time Elaine was really frightened, and began to wish that 
she had not tried this daring adventure. 
Door after door opened and shut, each closing with a deep groan, like, 
some one in distress. Nearer and nearer came the sounds, until poor Elaine 
could almost see the ghost of the murdered woman approach. 
Not being able to endure this suspense any longer, she lit her candle, and 
got up to see what this awful noise could arise from. But horrors! The next 
door had opened and shut with that awful groan. What would she do if her 
door would open? A gust of wind, coming from somewhere, blew out the 
candle and she was left alone in utter darkness. 
Looking around for some possible means of escape; she heard her own 
door open, and as she turned around, she saw standing in the door a white 
clad figure. 
Terrified by the unexpected sight, she gazed upon the ghostly-looking 
figure, clad in a white night dress, and with hair streaming down her back. 
Unconsciously Elaine moved toward the white figure,—there was some­
thing strangely familiar about the head which she could dimly see in the 
black darkness. This discovery nerved the frightened girl, and she seemed 
to be filled with a strange courage. No, she was not afraid of ghosts! She 
would show Allison Darrell that she was no coward! 
"Who are you?" she shouted at the top of her voice, now almost beyond 
control. At these words the apparition turned and fled, with Elaine fol­
lowing. 
When they had reached the ground and the pale moonlight fell upon this 
unusual couple, Elaine recognized for the first time her school teacher, Miss 
Cunningham. But what a horrible expression on her face, and oh, how queer 
her eyes looked! 
"What is the matter?" she asked herself, as she stood looking at her 
teacher. Then it dawned upon her half stupefied mind that she was walking 
in her sleep. 
When they reached the hedge, Miss Cunningham turned around, and see­
ing Elaine, for she had now awakened, she fled to the school house, followed 
by Elaine. Thus the secret was divulged—Miss Cunningham was a sonam-
bulist. 
RUTH BROOKS, '10. 
(This story was awarded second honor in the competitive contest held 
this month.) 
<8> <S> <S> <$> 
The Storm 
The sun was quickly disappearing, 
The clouds descended low, 
The cry of the jay was like an unwonted hearing, 
The thunder crashed like the blows of a foe; 
The lightning flashed like the blade of a sword, 
But the storm unceasingly roared. 
I stood in the midst, unprotected; 
While the storm around me furiously beat; 
I felt like one rejected, 
Because I had met my open defeat. 
^ftr> 
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Springtime 
The gay Springtime is coming, 
The gay Springtime is here; 
And when I come to think of it, 
The best time of the year. 
I was strolling in the forest 
When the message came to me, 
To tell me Spring was coming, 
And I was happy as could be. 
The grass-blades now are emerald, 
The sparkling brooklet's free; 
And the mocking bird is calling 
From a budding old oak tree. 
The March winds clear the damp old earth 
Of brown and dead old leaves, 
To show the dainty violets 
A-nodding in the breeze. 
All these things have come to tell me 
That the gay Springtime is here; 
And, when I come to think of it, 
The best time of the year. 
—Louise J. Halle. 
A Comedy of Errors 
Dorothy Norton was dreamily looking out of a window, thinking how she 
could entertain a college chum who was stopping in the city a few days. '' Oh, 
dear," said Dorothy, "I think I shall give an informal dance in Jane's honor 
the first thing, so that she will become acquainted with the young people.'' So 
saying, she busied herself writing a note to Jane, inviting her to the dance. " I 
know she will be surprised that she is to be the honoree, because I have not said 
anything to her about it." After writing many more invitations, she wrote a 
note to the dressmaker, which read as follows: 
"I will not be able to call before next week, as I am so busy now." 
Strange to say, both the visitor and the dressmaker had the uncommon 
name of Smith. In her haste Dorothy put the invitation to her chum and the 
note each in the wrong envelope. 
What a hurry and scurry is going on at the dressmaker's this morning, as 
we look in on the scene. What can all this excitement be about? Has there 
been a sudden death in the family? Is the house on fire, or what terrible 
calamity has befallen the family? No, far from this—quite the reverse. They 
are making preparation for the eldest Miss Smith to go to Miss Dorothy Nor­
ton's party. It was a mystery to the family why the young lady had been 
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invited, but they did not have much time to think about this, for the most 
important thing now was how Miss Smith should be dressed. They sent around 
the neighborhood to borrow such articles as were lacking in the young lady's 
wardrobe. Being satisfied with her appearance, they now turned their atten­
tion to the most difficult task of trying to make the honoree a little more 
pleasing to the sight than she naturally was. Their intentions had been suc­
cessfully carried out, but this was quite too difficult a task, and would have 
required supernatural power to have performed this miracle. 
"Flowers are exactly what she needs," said Mary, "but of course it is 
quite impossible to get them; they are so expensive. '' Never mind, my child, 
you shall not be disappointed about such a little thing as that," said Aunt 
Zelia, "for I am an artist at making paper flowers.'' In cases of necessity many 
imperfect and inferior things serve for the real articles we need, but in this 
case the stiff paper flowers made by human hands failed to fill the place of 
beautiful, fresh flowers which nature exhibits as specimens of her genius in 
adorning this earth. Nevertheless the Smiths were well satisfied with the arti­
ficial flowers. 
"Sister must have some ribbon, too," said Mary, "but I wonder where we 
can find some.'' 
"Oh, I have some yellow ribbon," chimed in a younger member of the 
family. 
"Who ever heard of a little thing like you owning a piece of ribbon!" said 
Jimmy. Hearing this the little girl ran away and soon returned carrying a 
piece of yellow ribbon to show that she was the possessor of a sash. 
'' Bless honey, she hasn't got any fan,'' said Aunt Zelia, so Jimmy was sent 
over to Miss Alice's to borrow'one.. 
By eight o'clock Miss Jane Smith was ready, with her flowers in her hair 
and some in her hands, but even these touches of beauty failed in their purpose 
of beautifying a specimen of homeliness. The honoree arrived about an hour 
too soon, and was somewhat astonished that the guests had not assembled. 
When she saw Miss Norton, that very impolite young lady asked her the 
embarrassing question: "Did you come to see me about my dress?" to which 
the other young lady responded, after some hesitation, that she had come to the 
party. Being very tactful, the hostess, perceived the error, and was quick in 
assuring Miss Smith that she asked her if she liked her dress, which she held 
out for inspection. 
At a late hour the other guests arrived, and each was introduced to Miss 
Smith. We need not describe the embarrassment of Miss Dorothy during this 
performance. Of course, the guests were surprised at the honoree's appearance, 
for they expected to see a beautiful young girl. In conversation some of the 
young men referred to her living in Baltimore, to which Miss Smith responded: 
"I live in THIS city." Whereupon some of the young men went to Dorothy, 
asking her if this was the '' Miss Smith visiting there from Baltimore.'' 
"No," said Dorothy; "this is another Miss Smith. 
"We thought you were giving the dance in honor of Jane Smith," said one 
of the young men. 
'' Oh, no; I only invited her to come, but she is ill,'' replied Dorothy, trying 
to conceal her error. 
"We are so sorry," chimed in all at once. "You know, a party is to be given 
in her honor tomorrow night, but I guess it will be postponed now," said Jack, 
with a sorrowful look. 
Just then Miss Smith whirled by looking like a rainbow, with her green dress 
and yellow ribbon. Dorothy concealed her embarrassment wonderfully when 
any one cast a criticising glance towards Miss Smith, and no one suspected that 
a mistake had been made. 
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By the time the guests departed Dorothy was in a very nervous condition, 
and went to bed repeating this quotation: 
When people once are in the wrong, 
Each line they add is much too long; 
Who fastest walks, but walks astray— 
Is only furthest from his way.'' 
The next day our visitor was very much astonished by receiving such notes 
from the young ladies, as "I am very sorry to hear of your illness, and hope 
you will be well enough in a few days for me to call. I intended calling sooner, 
but I have been so busy." Fruits, boxes of flowers and books were sent to 
her. Messenger boys came all day long with notes. Miss Smith was in a very 
much perplexed state of mind until she received a 'phone message from one of 
the young ladies, who asked how she was, saying that Dorothy had said she 
was ill. Thus the mystery was revealed. Dorothy, being found guilty, was 
phoned and forced to confess. LIDIE BROWNING, '11. 
<$> <s> <e> <s> 
"Things Are Not What They Seem" 
They wandered into the moonlight, 
They wandered down by the lake; 
The name of the man was E , 
The name of the girl was Kate. 
"Do you love me, darling?" he whispered 
As they walked on the moonlit shore, 
And Kate drew near as she whispered: 
"Dear, I love you more and more." 
And now that they are married, 
Do they always bill and coo? 
Or do they fuss and quarrel 
As other couples do? 
I leave you to guess the ending, 
For I am sure you will plainly see 
That little Kate and E 
Often disagree. 
—Ramelle Van VIeet 
A Picture 
A picture hangs on my wall. It is just a picture of a road going over a 
hill; a scrubby tree and brown earth make up the spot chosen by the artist. 
Yet that picture provides me with an ever-renewed interest. 
I often and again wonder what is beyond the brow of that hill. Where 
does that road run? It certainly leads to the land of my imagination, but that 
land refuses to take form. I do not know what kinds of birds are there, nor 
what are the colors of the flowers. I simply feel that somebody is awaiting me 
there, and that the dawn is in the sky. I feel this very strongly sometimes 
when the twilight is beginning to obscure the sharply-defined outlines of things, 
and then I would be up and going if the road were anywhere but on canvas. 
—LOUISE ANDERSON. 
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"A Few Exchanges " 
The little boy had watched them for a long time. The loving questions 
and answers, freely given, were heard with evident satisfaction by the little 
fellow, whose sister was seated upon a mossy log under the spreading branches 
of an old oak, her lover's arm—oh, well! 
About half an hour later two little boys met at the creek, well supplied 
with bait, fishing rods, etc. 
"Say, Ben, your sister ain't very popular with the boys, is she?" asked 
Ned, seating himself in a shaded nook upon the big log, his hook baited and his 
rod extended over the water. 
"Huh! If you'd a-seen what I did a little while ago, you'd a thought she 
was, by gum!'' 
"Why, what happened?" 
"Uh, whatcher think I do business for, anyway? Nothing? 
"Say, Ben, I'll give you half my bait if you'll tell me." 
"Not much." 
"Well, I'll give you ALL my bait and a fish-hook besides." 
"Aw, well, I guess I'll have to if I want any peace again." 
Ben told his story, caught two or three more fish, and the two comrades 
parted. 
Ben went a little distance down the road, where he met another companion 
who was carrying some bird eggs. 
"Whatcher doing with those eggs, Sam?" 
"Aw, nothing. I'll give them to you for a fish." 
"You're dreaming, m'son," said Ben. 
"I know a bully secret 'bout Sis and Bob Brent, but I wouldn't tell you 
for half those eggs.'' 
"I got a stunnin' agate; I'll give you the eggs and that for the secret," 
said Sam. 
After some more parleying, the trade was effected, and Ben trudged on. 
He next met George Roberts, one of his sister's fondest admirers. 
"Hey, Roberts, I know a daisy secret 'bout Sis, but I shan't tell you." 
'' Oh, come, Ben; how's this knife ?'' 
"Aw, no go; 'tisn't sharp enough." 
"Well, how's this ball?" 
Ben's heart gave a bound, but he mildly said: "Might trade if you gave 
me that and the knife to boot." 
The exchange was made and the two parted—the older swearing to get 
even with Brent, if it was the last thing he did; the younger, with a grin of 
satisfaction upon his face. 
Ben gathered several other articles from a companion in the same way, 
and reached home as the sun was disappearing in the west. 
As he shut the door to his room he heard his sister exclaim: "Oh, I just 
hate that Bob Brent! I '11 never trust him again; it is all over the village that 
he proposed to me this morning, and " 
Ben gave a grim smile, took out of his pockets and other repositories— 
A fish-hook, some bird eggs, a marble, a knife, a ball, a kite-string, and 
a piece of chalk. 
"Aw, pshaw!" his mother heard him say, "I've lost half my worms." 
LOULA JONES, '11. 
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Editorial 
Two weeks ago the Echo opened a literary contest to all departments of 
the school—a prize to be given to the best. The first and second will appear 
in the Echo, the one receiving second honor being in thi's issue. The first will be 
published in the Commencement number. 
The girls quickly responded in their usual ardent and zealous manner. 
Each one being inspired by her Muse, several girls produced elaborate stories. 
We are, indeed, indebted to Miss Valerie Farrington for deciding the best 
two. 
Miss Kate Cameron Lucas won the prize, her story being the best, while 
Miss Ruth Brooks came second. 
"There are briers in the road? Then turn aside from them; but do not 
add 'Why were such things made?' Thou wilt be ridiculed by a man who is 
acquainted with nature, as thou wouldst be by a carpenter or shoemaker if 
thou didst complain that there were shavings and cuttings in his shop."— 
Marcus Aurelius. 
"He is unreasonable who is grieved at things which happen from the 
necessity of nature." 
On some days everything "goes wrong" with us—lessons are too hard, 
teachers are strict, duties are irksome; "there are briers in the road." Now 
we cannot expect to find every task an easy one. Disappointments, mistakes, 
regrets, must come to all. But when we chance upon these "briers," we do 
not have to complain and "pout" over them. How unimportant they seem to 
our neighbors now, and how trivial they will appear to us when we think of 
them afterward! 
Let us tread the pathway all the more carefully; work all the harder, and 
smile in the face of the disagreeable, and then we shall feel that our efforts 
have been earnest and noble. 
T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  9 
A Story of a Lost Boy 
Once there was a little boy, two years old. His mother read him a story 
of Riley's running away. He thought he would try it, too, for once. He 
thought it would be fine fun to run away in the woods and hide. '' Then,'' he 
said, '' I will get a piece of cake, so I will not get hungry.'' 
Then he started off on his journey. He got to a place where there was 
some high grass. Finally he got tired, so he sat down to rest in the grass. 
Soon he saw something in the grass. He went up to see what it was. He 
found a big green snake. Suddenly he gave a cry, for he was very scared. His 
father was near by, for he had been hunting for him. He recognized his voice 
and came toward him. When he found him he fussed at him, but his son told 
him all. His father laughed at him and kissed his son, and said he was a funny 
little boy. BESSIE STELLA GOODMAN, Seven Years Old. 
< $ > < ? > < $ >  « >  
The Fate of a Potato 
I was planted by an old farmer many months ago. I grew very well, 
indeed, because I did not like the hot old earth. It was so dark down there. 
Y ou ought to be glad you are not a potato. One day Farmer Gray dug me up 
and brought me to the city to be sold. 
The lady that bought me called me a new potato. She put me on some­
thing hot. I was nearly killed. Afterwards, when I was put into a pretty white 
dish a little, mean boy came and got me and put me in the ground again. I 
had a nice time with the ants. They were lovely to me. 
One day a little boy told his brother David what he had done. The 
brother, laughing, dug me up and threw me in the street, where I am now. 
He turned to the little boy, who was crying, and said: "Don't you know 
a cooked potato will not grow ?'' 
DOROTHY STERNBERG, Fifth Grade. 
<8> <S> <S> 
Two Birdies' School Days 
Two little birdies went to school, 'way up in a shady oak tree, 
They had an easy time, for there were no rules, 
And a worm or two was the fee. 
"Chirp, chirp, chirp," they sang in a sing-song way; 
"We know, we know, we know our lessons today. 
Now, Mr. Jay was a very strict man, 
His rules for school were: "I will and I can.'' 
So they learned their lessons day by day, 
Each growing wise and bold. 
And, at last, they larger grew, and away they flew 
Into this world, so dark and so cold. 
On one June day of sunshine and of flowers, 
The two little birdies came back to the old oak tree, 
Where they learned their lessons 'mid gloom and showt-^, 
And now they are happy and gay as can be. 
—MARY MILLBURN. 
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Locals and Personals 
Louise A. 's definition for sarcastic: '' Something like a lemon.'' 
"Have you missed any note-paper, Patience?" Yours truly, The Saturday 
Morning Raiders. 
<S> <S> <8> <S> 
Lost—One heart; if found, kindly return to Louise A. and receive liberal 
reward. Six per cent, interest given to Sewanee fellows. 
Who's the professional beggar now? 
<S> •$> <S> <$> 
We all adore Miss Bedford's latest amusement—a lemon and a stick of 
candy. 
B. wants to know where the '' grip'' is ? •  <$>«•<$> 
Lost—One heart. If finder will give his name to B. C. H., he may keep 
heart as reward. 
Louise F. is deeply in love, for she is growing thin. 
<S> <S> <«> <S> 
The Literary Club received its first contribution a few weeks ago—a 
dainty pump from Miss E. W., which she gracefully flung into the center of 
the assembled girls. <3> <S> <S> <S> 
Carrie: "Why is it that Mr. always admires brunettes?" 
Hetty: "He is 'light-headed' himself, and opposites always attract, you 
know." 
«> • <•> • 
What kind of bait does B. H. use when fishing for "herring?" 
Kate: '' Oh, there's a mosquito! Step on him!'' 
Oh, here's to Miss Thomas, , 
Many thanks give we, 
To the very dear teacher 
Who stopped history. 
The '11 class is analyzing Poe's "Raven." We hope they don't go "raven 
mad." 
11 1 • 1 1 
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Wanted to Know— 
When the B. B. candy pull will occur? 
If magpies are insects?—B. H. 
Why the '11 class giggle so much in history class? 
Why "Forsaken" is so popular a song in the morning exercises? 
Whether M. T. S. faces west, and why? 
Where B. H. lost her voice and how she recovered it? 
What the tenth grade girls will be doing ten years from today? 
What is the penalty for "misses" by the "misses" of the Misses Thomas' 
school ?—Silence Hall. 
Whether the Seniors like "astronomy?" 
Why Sophie looks so downcast ? Ruth ditto ? 
If the schedule will ever "come out right?" 
If "pow-woWs" are "Indian incarnations?"—M. M. 
<$>•<$><$> 
As if poor Julia 
Were not sufficiently harried; 
'Tis said they're laying all the plans 
To have the poor girl married. 
Monroe informed our manager a few weeks ago that it was impossible for 
her to play basket ball that afternoon because she left her ankle at home. 
Who can take a joke in this Personal Column? (All names must be in by 
May 1st. 
Miss Moreno—Give definition of "tepid" and use it in a sentence. 
Pupil—-"Tepid" means "neither hot nor cold." "The weather has been 
tepid lately." 
A NEW VERSION OF THE MATTER. 
Ardent Admirer—Aline, do you go to St. Thomas' school? 
Aline—No, it's not St. Thomas', it's the Misses Thomas' school. 
A. A.—Oh, I see•' I just got it reversed—it's the '' saints'' that go three. 
THAT'S DIFFERENT. 
We praise her doughnuts and her pies, 
Her biscuits and her cake; 
But where's the man who sighs for pants 
Like mother used to make? 
12 T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  
Exchanges 
We are glad to receive the L. C. Y. L. among our exchanges. It is well 
arranged. 
Our first exchange from the Blue and Bronze is just at hand. We greet it 
gladly. The poetry is especially good. 
We acknowledge the receipt of the Gallowegian, High School Bulletin, 
Blue and Bronze, the L. C. Y. L., University Topics and Eatonian. 
If you should look the matter up, 
You'll find that it is so— 
The social scale, like music, too, 
Begins and ends with "dough." 
—Exchange. 
"There isn't a foot of standing room here," grumbled the passenger of the 
Market street car. 
"You're wrong," remarked a fellow sufferer; "my other foot it still 
unoccupied.''—Exchange. ; 
At 8 p. m., while pa and ma 
Helped entertain, with sis, 
Both Ernest and Kate, in distant seats 
Were far apart, like this. 
At 9 p. m., as pa withdrew 
And sought his room upstairs, 
The lovers found some photographs 
And nearer moved their chairs. 
At 10 p. m. mamma decamped, 
And then, oh, gee, what bliss! 
Those lovers sat till 1 a. m. 
Aboutascloseasthis.—Ex. 
Harry looked at Bessie, 
Oh, what a pretty miss! 
He crept a little closer, 
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